SSSHH,PEBBLES!| | SO! YOU'D STEAL 
DON'T LET MOMMY | | CANDY FROM A 
HEAR YA £ BABY, FRED 
{| | FLINTSTONE! 


OUTA My WAy, 
NEEPLENOSE!! Ly a 
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THE FUDGE GOTTA 
COOL,NEEDLENOSE. 
THIG 16 OUR 
"CHANCE! 


‘LL GRAB TH’ FLIDGE, GAZO! 
TLE S Fee FROM acy 


me, 


MMMMM soo T'LL BRING SOME 
THIS FUDGE IS } BACK TO ZILTOX 
WHEN I LEAVE. 
TLL MAKE A 


DELICIOUS! 


EVERYTIME HE _- 
EATS TOO MUCH FUDGE, HE HAS 
DENTISTS 


‘CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 


OH, MYACHIN! TOOTH! 

-. THERE'S O'GRANITE, 
TH’ COP! HE'LL KEEPUS 
FIOM GETTIN’ TO.TH’ 


OF COURSE IT WON'T . 
Mebane? | Meets! OBEN Bo rr 
nee iE THIS WAY, 
KIDDIES! 


acces 


—< 
3 hescasstS 


DIDN'T NEEDA 
FATHEAD! WHI 

REAL DeNTIOT. 

CHECK MY K 
TEETH? 


YOU POOK DEAR! I HAVEA 
SURPRISE FOR YOU WHILE 
YOU'RE RESTING! 


SIGH! TOMORROW'S ) I JUST 1 THROW IT LIKE THIS... AND IT 
MY BIRTHDAY AND J_INVENTED | | CIRCLES AROLIND TO THE RIGHT 
YM TRILLIONS OF 77 THIS, SHORTY! | AND COMES BACK TOME! 

Mlle 'S FROM rach 


LL ITA 


IMBECILIC, MORONIC DUNIMIES- 
IN THE UNIVERSE! WHEN 

THEY ORDERED METO 

LOOK AFTER YOU, I 

NEVER DREAME 

HOW DIFFICULT 

IT WOULD BEE 


THAT'S ODD! MY COMPLITER- 
MIND INDICATES IT SHOULD 
. BE BAC a 


THAT AIN'T A IT'S ARANGABOOM?! 
BOOMERANG, I OUGHTA KNOW, 
NEEDLE-NOSE! T INVENTED IT? 


~ 


OKAY, I'LL THROW ITTHIS |) 
\_ WAY! THIS TIME T'LL CATCH IT!) 


YA WUZRIGHT, \/ NEVER MIND, NO MATTER HOW HARD I TRY, 
GAZOO...ITISA FREDDIE! 'T KEEP YOL! AND 
BOOMERANG! WHATEVER ITS, 
1'M IN TROUBLE 
. WITH MY BOSS 
ON ZILTOX! 


WILL YOLI TWO IDIOTS DON POOK NEEDLE-NOSE DON'T 
GET OUT FROM LINDER KNOW. ENOUGH Ay COME 
THAT TREE £ WET, OUTA THE RAIN! 


em, oT 


TATA A 
CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 


FAT CHANCE,GAZ 
LIF YOU 


COULD 


YA MEAN YA CAN'T 
BACK TO ZILTOX. 
CELEBRATE YER 


a: 
CONTINUED AFTER NEXT PAGE 


| UM RID OF THOSE 
PESTS AT LAST {? 


ALL MYFRIENDS 3] | THIS/ISODD! THE CRAFT 7) 
ARE WANTING! SEEMS TAIL-HEAVY!: 
I ype 


> PERFECT 
\ LANDING! J&. 
aes Ea 


DUH... 
4 SURPRISE, 
.. GAZOO! 


‘HE'S OKAY, 
SHORTY # 


THAT'S WHAT I SAID, 
YA LITTLE TWERP! KEEP 


We TEMPER MES goon 
iS OWN WORSE 


FLINTSTONE DID IT THIS" 
TIME) HE DIDN'T EVEN SE 
_ Se O'GRANITE! 


ie i 


O'GRANITE WILL 
THROW THE BOOK 
AT HIM 2g? 


YA DID IT THIS 
TIME, FLINTSTONE! 
LET'S SEI 


+ PAIL OBEY 
A POLICE OFFICER! 


YOU THINK HE'SIN — 
TROUBLE, GAZOO! WAIT TILL 
WH PPENS TO 


YOU SEE T HAI 
YOU WHEN YOU COME BACK 
ose TO ZILTOX!? << 


Jen ch 
by zy 


MY: BROTHER-IN-LA' 


OFFICER, ty 
MATA Gat aL 
: HAT: HEADED POOL-IN 


BARNEY # ALL 
‘US. IN TROUBLE! 


. SHHH! TLL GET Yo 
YOU OUT OF THIS, ):- 
FLINTSTONE? : 


YOU'RE DOWN HERE TOHELPMEAN’ ) 
YOU EVER DO IS GET. / 


*T. PUT 


THAT N 
NITWIT 
ME IN 


WHERE WOULD 
YOU GET A LAWYER, 
BIRDBRAIN Z 


A CRIMINAL? 


T6UESS1GOTTA .Y LAW 
Lock 


YA BEEN GETTIN’ 
AWAY WITH MURDER 
A LONG TIME, FLINT- 
STONE! THIS TIME 
BOOK 


ALLOW ME TO INTRODLICE 
MYSELF!.,F LEE FREEYEM, 
CRIMINAL LAWYER? f 


NOW, MR. FLINTS TONE, L HAVE 
DRIVER CAUSED THE ACIDE 
0 DON'T WORRY ABOLIT A 


Bill ra 


BIGGS IF YOU 'T GET OUTA 

THROUGH HERE, I'LL APDASSAULT 

A STOP SIGN, WITH .A MOTOR VEHICLE 
My GOOD RE 


MISTER, L WAS MR. 

eet ANE WENT 
DING! HE 

FAN INTO MR. BIGGS! 


6uy, DKA LA 
MY TEMPER! 


Ce, 
PLINTSTONE: | . 


2 SWEET DREAMS! 


THIS ISALL 
YOUR FAULT, ~ INTO 
NEEDLE-NOSE!... 


WELL, MR. FLINTSTONE, 
mM GLAD TO SEE YOU 


AGAIN !... 
ESPECIALLY 
HERE !! 


. AROUND YER 
FINGER J . 


JUPGE BIGES, 
I CAN PROVE 


PROCEED WITH 
YOU CASE, MR. 
FREEYEM 


YOU WIN, COLINSELO 
THE CASE AGAINEY 
MISSED! 


! ) HOLD IT, MR.FREEYEM,!) 
YOLI GOT FLINTSTONES 
OFF BUT I 


YOU TO 30 DAYS FOR 
ASSALILTING OFFICER 
~ O'GRANITE! 


“phew! This is hard work!’ complained Fred 

Flintstone as he pushed his lawn mower up and down 
his back yard. Fred hadn’f cut the grass in along time. 
His lawn looked more like a jungle than a back yard. 
_ “That's what you get for being 20 lazy,” yelled 
Barney who was painting the side of his house. “if 
you'd eut your lawn regularly, you wouldn't be having 
such @ herd time. If anyone is werking hard, it’s mol 
It’s the hottest day of the year, and I’m stuck up hero 
en this ladder because Betty wants our house 
ia " 

“You call that hard work?” answered Fred. “Pain- 
ting a house isn’t anything to complain about. After! 
finish mowing the lawn, I've got to prune the trees. 
Even a Dum-Dum like you should be able to tell that 


I've got the hardest job. Besides, if you'd painted your 


house last week like you were supposed te, you 
wouldn't be stuck up on a ladder on the hottest day of 
the yearl” 

“I guess you're right,” replied Barney. “We've both 
been goofing off, and now we're paying for it. ladmit 
thet your job is just as hard as mine, but you didn’t 
have te call me Dum-Dum!” 

“I'm sorry,” apologized Fred as he paused to wipe 
the eweat off of his brow. “Say! You've just given me a 
great ideal Why are we killing ourselves by doing this 
hard work?” ; 


‘We're killing ourselves because the girls will really 
kill us if they come home from shopping and find us 
goofing off again,” answered Barney Rubble as he 


continued fo paint. 

“The jobs have to be done, but we don't have to do 
them,” explained Fred. “We can get the Great Gaxoo 
to help us. That's what he’s here for! We can relaxin 
the shade and take d snooze while the Great Gazoo 
uses his magic to do our jobs for us!” 

“Right-O, Freddie Boy!’ replied Barney happily as 
he slid down the ladder and then hopped over the 
stone wall that separated their yards. — 

“Gazoo! Gazoo! Great Gazoo, where are you? Snap 
te it, Gazoo and appear! We've got work for you to 
dol” they shouted. 


1 
The Groat Gazeo appeared in a puff of smoke. He | 


hovered ebove Fred’s head and floated in the alrashe 


listened te what te say. 
“What de you and little Dum-Dum want new, fat 
isked the Groat Gazeo. 
get to mow the lawn and prune the trees,” 
jot paint the house,” sald Barney. 

‘And you're beth too lazy te de your jobs v0 you 
want me todo them for you, right?” guessed the Groat 
Gazoo. 

“Well, Right!’ admitted Fred. 
sur) 


“Leave It to me; boys. I'll fake care of everything. 
Back on my plane! we have machines to do jobs like 
this, I'll just snap my fingers and make a couple of 
machines appear. They'll de you chores,” promised 
Gatos. ; 

Fred and Barnoy thanked Gazoo and then walked 
under a shade tree where Wilma had placed a huge 
pitcher of cold lemonade, They each drank a glass of 


lemonade and then laid down in the shade. Soon, they 
were both sound asleep. 

Gazoo pointed at the ladder leaning against 
Barney's house, He snapped his fingers, and there was 
@ flash of light. When the smoke cleared, a robot with 
pala paint brushes for hands was standing on the 

ddr. 


dered the Great Gaxoo. The robot 
quickly begs . ; 

Gazoo then turned his attention to Fred's lawn. He 
clapped his hands. There was the sound of thunder 
and a flash of bright light. A robot with scissors for 
hands and 


Fred and Barney looked so comfortable that Gazeo 


|| decided to join them: Seon, he too, was sound asleep. 


The robots cut and painted and cut and painted une 


{| til thoir jobs were done. With he ene te wach ever 
H them, they didn’t know when to stop. 


The grass cutting rebot cut down Wilma's flewers 


inte the siene wall and broke into a million pieces. 
The robot painter painted Barney's heuse, its reef, 


its chimney and Frod’s entire house too before falling 


off of the ladder and breaking apart. ; 

When Fred and Batriey opened their eyes they didn't 
believe the mess that they saw. “Let's clean it up quick 
bofore the girls get home!” said Fred. Fred and Barney 
had fo work twice es hard as befo: 


Barney sweating and straining out under the hot sun. 
“Silly Dum-Dums,”’ he said. “I do all oftheir work for 
them and instead of reloxing they find more work to 
dol’ 


